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FOREWORD 

It is a pleasure to have the play: "The Book is not the Word" read 
me by Tiru T.N. Ramachndran. An attempt at presenting the deepest 
ths of existence through the medium of a metaphysical play has its ad- 
itages as well as limitations. There is unavoidably some verbal jugglery, 
the end is to convey the deepest truths about life, death and immortality. 

I hope this play will be received by a wide audience and read with 
ical appreciation. 

It is appropriate that this signficant play is to be published on the 
>py and auspicious occasion of my friend Chiranjeevi T.N.R.' s Sashti Ab- 
Poorthi• 


iney House 
dras 


Prof. K. R. Srinivasa Iyengar 
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PREFACE 

Between malice and make-believe. 
Between dvesha and vesha. 

Is impaled a faith. 

Exactly under the ascertained shape. 

In a catenation. 

Of speech-deduced thought. 

And hard-won belief. 

That hardly belies. 

Withdrawn from time, from destiny, 

A figurehead of disciplined masses 
Contemplates, seated in power. 

Is not belief on an avowel of Love? 

Is not Love an inward certainty? 

What is there to be seen 
In the last analysis of entelechy? 

Is it something of a secret logic 
Of a sacred world that was tried. 

Spied, envied, eyed and directed 
Upon a new doubt? 

Or is it only a silhouette? 

Pin the belief, O God, 

Into my knowledge 
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ked by mistrust 
id radicalized by trust. 

n-templation 
e spiritual talcum of ash 
a flash is a great word 
ainst metaphysical fear! 

n we bore a belief 
iat leads to practice 
id at once liberates itself 
om doubt to knowledge 
everyday life? 

t us watch this little playlet 
id dissect it not: 
r it shall leave 
> remainder of mystery, 
liva Shiva Shiva. 


ly 1994 
imbakonam. 


-S.A. SANKARANARAYANAN 
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Dramatis Personae 

Mei-p-Porul: The King of Sethi 
Queen: Mei-p-Porul 's consort 
Dhatta: Mei-p-Porul 's aide-de-camp 
Satpura: A Saivite from North 
Children at the outskirts of the capital 
Chorus: 

Audience: Three mem 
Stage Director: 


A streak: 


* Book is not the Word 
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THE BOOK IS NOT THE WORD 

The stage director creates a force-field of tensions through a manner 
introduction in which the characters prioritized in an unscrupulous order 
:e up the place allotted to them, at a distance from the concerns of the 
me of this playlet which they think fit) 

ige director. Here comes our Chorus pair, a three-in-two attitude with 
their two legs tucked together. Let us listen to what they say. 

onxs: What an uncanny weapon, a book is become! Is it for a war of 
spurious flysheets! 

Is it a strategy of an outpost 
To fight to lie in wait 
To feint to surprise. To assault! 

ige director. The liberal mind of a streak takes a dear view of a monstrous 
drama of feigned faith and firm faith against our ethical passion 
for the occupancy of faith. I shall show him now. 

reak: Hey! live cowed. 

Attain detachment 
Don’t you see my body 
A disguise that has neatly finished off 
The masterpiece of a soul. 

They call all light 

I, like a beam of ray 



Enter through your front doors. 

Do you think I am a puppet? 

Hey! In this land of Shiva 

Spellbind your intellect 

From dawn to dusk 

And form a multitude 

To comprehend the guilt of blood 

Spilt to an event 

And succumb to a danger 

To a dagger 

With arriere pensee*. 

Stage director. You must see my Satpura , 
a hill of faith now landsliding 
into a liability 

on the subject of whipping the soul 
with chants, names, rituals 
and display inexorably. 

Satpura: The sceptre and crown parades! 

And cautions the power military. 

The power of blood. 

The power-disdaining ethical power; 

For the culture contains; 

It matters not 

when it is formless, limitless,- 
Yet has a task stilL 
Where is the pious devotee? 

Will he reawaken in the depths of the guilty? 

In lieu of state 

There is a great 

Silence cunning 

In form stunning 

Necessary in message 

So says the sage! 

Stage director: Did he sound metaphysical? 

Never mind. 

Shall I call the children? 

Children: Clamour, Clamour 
Gap, Gap, 

Weather is clammy. 

Eat, bite, pick 
Scramble, head to head 
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Let us dance and clash 
And live through 
And win through 
Our innocent wishes. 

Scorn the master nature 

Smile the Sun and Moon 

The stars must peep out 

If the clouds block them 

We shall hit them 

Cob-web them 

And blow them out 

Till the Moon grows gibbous 

And till the buried spring-time 

Wakes up after a season of morning dew. 

Stage director: See* how they sing. 

Our King and Queen 
I won’t show you* 

Mutthanathan you’ll see for yourself. 

See the scroll 

It speaks to you. It breaks ice. 

"The Scroll": They’ve expelled me: 

I am a real possession* 

Only for a few; 

You can’t still forestall 
And eliminate me 
By reviewing me 
As I hapeen; 

For my inside is 
A drop of tear 
A forlorn drop that as a blot 
May settle somewhere in some spot 
And collect earth upon which 
Determine it will 
A pedestal for 
My reader. 

My devotee. 

My Mey-p'Porul. 

(The curtain rises.) 

(Satpura a Saivite of North* seeking a repertory of solutions for life, on 
pilgrimage arrives down South and is now close to Timkkovalur. He having 
heard of the King Mey-p-Porul, decides to meet him and to learn, to absorb 
the grammar* the pentagrammaton and/of the Agama.) 
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SCENE I 

A Street: A wayside Vinayakar Temple 
Managalawaram. Evening. 

Children are found playing, 

A streak prattles. 

Mamotreto! Mamotreto! 

What use! 

My way is the way 
Of a fearful bird. 

I shall whey the milky way 
And make mares - 
Those streaks of cirrus - 
To vex the crescent. 

Between the sword and the wall 
The living faith sounds a call 
Here is the reverse. 

Look at me. me, grotesque 
My habits ritualized 

(He shows sixteen signs , and propitiates a sky and shouts.) 
Let him give his all. 
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Unsparing anything. 

Which keeps him from me now. 

Bow Vow. Bow Vow! 

(The streak goes away.) 

Children, wrangling, sing. 

Break the coconut 
Be the milk spilt 
Be splashed. 

These are ours 
Those are yours 
Divide. Let us 
Catch that lad 
I shall umpire. 

No. L No, No. only I 
Neither I nor you. 

The streak is gone. 

(They dash their heads and scramble for the bits.) 
Satpura: O! Children, 

Why do you quarrel thus? 

Is this Tirukkovalur? 

Or, have I come adrift 
Out of my course? 

Children: Vile shame! 

Quarrel we don't 
We only act! 

You have a wrong eye! 

Satpura: I don't feel so. (To himself) 

How greet these children are! 

They sing of absolutes. 

O! my children. 

Is it not true that I hear 
The festival sounds. 

The chant of Vedas, 

The temple music. 

And dance symbolic 

of feet tapping the stops 
upon a dais of dedicatee 
And a plane of conventions 
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My thought is a procession 
and a cortege. 

I am a pretext 

To the King of this land. 


Children: Hey! Hey! 

Sadji . go, go 

Search the beaches far away 
If you want. 

Come, you want our bits 
This edge is new. 

This looks like a sickle. 

This stone you may eat clean. 


(They give him a coconut stone piece.) 

We want to play 

You grackle at the centre 

With your sore throat 

We' 11 go round 

Now dog you, now guide you. 

Now lay you down to sleep 
In one jump from life to death. 

Satpura : Great is this soil 
Holier than ash 
That hath such children 
Who talk of absolutes 
A promenade of Absolutes. 

How sanguine this sky 
To arch my way 
Through and poise me 
Through their gay noises 
Bootaganasl 
I am blessed in a trice 
But somewhere some vice! 

A trace of trouble 
trouble-take and trouble-make 
The bird bzee-bzees. 

Audience: (Three men) 


First person: Seems this Sadhu has come seeking the invisible 
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ond person: No, you must know, he wants to see the King and beg 
ards. 

rd person: Now, no, he is the pious and the damned. He is an 
Lilgent North in for a lamentable quid-pro-quo. He hardly has 
iprehended Ammai-Appar and his Mey-p-Porul, they say (pointing 
those seated behind). 

;t person: But then, why should the streak duplicate in a 

phantasmagoria of words, (words resembling mine). 

ond person: The craving of this stranger of yours ... 

rd person: And his future still open, insincere, overloaded, 
lived according to a form being affirmed and accepted? 

>t person: Maybe for transformation, maybe for clearing 
Df our excrescences, maybe to return to life's pure form! 

ond person: You shall edit the book, stop on the threshold of your 
:ussion and there is not time enough to know of a past weighing 
. than the future of his: but Satpura is a very learned person, 
i t you think so? 

rd person: Mmmm. 
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SCENE II 

Near Palace gates: same day. 

A garden spot. Late Evening. 

(Mutthanathan and his attendant , under a shady tree plan 

their strategem.) 

Mutthanathan: This is the end. 

The end of everything for me. 

Attendant: What sire? 

Mutthanathan: Proclaim the first event 
1 am a little nervous 
How many times I’ve 
Warred with him and lost. 

How often had he cut 
Wy long story short 
War and trophy 
Are herd-performances. 

And herd-glory. 

One-to-one contest 
Is the only way. 
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In this attire. 

Sacred, holy, you are a god 

A silent royalty and omen 

Of assault to lay anyone to rest 

In his native soiL 

Speak and your words 

Are a fossil language 

That can insulate any sin. 

Sing a song in praise of Rudra. 

(Mutthanathan sings.) 

Life is led, not cognized. 

Make us weep, let truths lie 
Beyond life and history. 

Beyond belief and life. 

Beyond fear and belief. 

Beyond me and him: 

The taboo man 
And the sacred man. 

He conceived the form 
I call it sin; 

I shall make the body 
Classic, a squandering grave 
I shall kill the form till it dies. 

I call it punishment. 

Life is led, not congnized. 

Rudra, Rudra, 

Make us weep, let truths lie. 

Tears are eyes’ venom 
When we weep, eyes arc wounds. 
Wound the body, wound the soul 
Rudra wants it that way. 

Make us weep, let truths lie. 

Chorus: King Mey-p-Porul 

And we know those races 
At sunrise and at sunset 
At every battle-turn; 

Know how our teams clashed 
With those of Mutthanatha's 
Casting their lots for position; 
Ranging their cars on a line: 
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Shouting orders to their steeds 
and elephants 

Twitching their reins and goads 
Rattling the arena with dust 
Flying at along in a dense mass 
Sweating and panting 
To upset and collide 
And slackening never. 
jMuttha's men of war 
Could never foul our posts. 

Shiva is with us; 

The holy ash is with us; 

The pentagrammaton 
NAMASTVA YA 
Is our pulse; 

The temple chime 
Is our rhythm; 

Our form is our tapas 
We see ourselves in everyone 
The breast that nursed our King 
Rules high 

In the milk of kindness. 

That never smites. 

Listen for Shiva s sake 
To what we have to tell you. 

The clouds of autumn 

Creep nearer to our towered capital 

At their ridges Sun glows red 

In reverent silence 

For the crescent to become visible 

To appear for worship 

The matted locks of Shiva 

Unwinds the wound book 

The book - An agenda of happenings 

In all of which 

Faith braves without effort 

To settle acounts 

With the hidden 

In the flush of succes 

Of the noble nature. 

Let this careless autumn 
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Shirk time 

And give up caution 

To help the envious 

Set a snare 

And live in ignominy. 

Are we helpless 

Bowing to powers set over us! 

Are we here to rail 
Against destiny! 

Or drag our duality 
Along with this world 
Heedless of the hid 
Double imperatives 
Of faith and form 
And faith-in-form 
Wear the ash! 

Ash the wear! 

Bear the blow of fortune 
And that of a mission 
Premeditated 

To which we surrender our credulity 
Innocence, piety and pardon. 

One drop, a blood smear 
And after, a gnosis supreme! 

Of the last bead of death 
In the string of existence. 



